'No'
'What d'you mean, No? No to what?'
Tm not going to Tibet And my men aren't going
either *
As he spoke Rezukhm stepped back two paces Ungern
stared at him with his white eyes fixed At the end of
his rigid arms, his hands worked feverishly
cSo you refuse to obey my orders?' he managed to say,
at length He found it hard to get the words out of his
contracted throat
He's mad, Rezukhm repeated to himself He's fit to be
tied And now he'll kill me
Tm not going,' he said again, and his hand felt along
his belt for his revolver-holster
Ungern watched Rc/ukhin's hand He studied his own
hands, clawing at the night air Then he broke out into a
laugh as hoarse as a neigh
'All right,' he said, 'all right You can take two regi-
ments, General, and follow me a day's march behind *
Rezukhm looked at the Baron suspiciously
'Where are we going?' he asked.
'Where would you like to go?'
Ungern's tone was polite, almost obsequious It made
Rezukhm's blood run cold
'The officers think, and so do I,' he replied, 'that we
ought to march east into Manchuria and join Semionov'
*So that's what the officers think we ought to do, is it?'
said Ungern thoughtfully 'And you think the same thing,
eh? Well, the officers are funks, and so are you ty/e're
marching south-west'
Tm not going to Tibet,' replied Rezukhm, and his
blood ran cold again
'So you told me General Re-zukhin is not going to
Tibet All right The division will proceed to Chinese
Turkestan It will march south-west Understand?'
Chinese Turkestan lay south-west, but so did Tibet
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